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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
A DAY 

SUN PRAYER 

Sun, 
Lay your hand upon my head. 
I shall be kind today. 
Sun, make me kind! 
And lovely too — 
My eyes 

And cheeks. And make me wise. 
I bow my head 
Low, low — 
Lay your hand upon it, so. 

WIND PRAYER 

Tree-wind, 
Sea-wind, 

Wind that whirls the sand ; 
Loud wind, 
Cloud-wind, 

Wind of swaying water — 
Let me- hold your hand, 
Let me be your daughter! 
Give me what I need, 
Wind of leaf and seed, 
Wind of heat and rains! 
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Wind Prayer 



Say your magic wisdom 
Over, slow, to me, 
Wind that rules the sea! 
Wind that rules the plains! 

THE GRAPES 

The grapes are round and dark, 
Like eyes that mark 
Each thing I do. 

The sun has made them sweet and round 
The wind will pull them to the ground. 
— I shall die, too. 

DUSK 

Dusk 
Wrap your mantle 
About us both — 
I am tired too, 
And cold, and full of sleep. 
And keep 

Your arm around me — day 
Is far away 

And night has not yet called us. Let us pull 
The mantle closer, Dusk, O beautiful ! 
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